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letter from the editors 
this zine, hoax, is intended to question how you feel about feminism in relation to different aspects of day-to-day life. 
we will choose a theme for each issue. we are beginning with feminism and relationships. we asked a variety of 
friends to contribute work that they felt relates to the topic and gave them credit for what they submitted. we are 
interested in hearing from others and are always open to discussion about anything you find in these pages.  

the inspiration for the title of this zine is credited to donna haraway, from her work “primate visions: race, gender and 
nature in the world of modern science” . the front cover’s picture and the following images are taken from this. 

pg 4 - what the hell is a poly?  
pg 6 - this is NOT “reverse sexism:” a rebuttal  
pg 9 - till death do ya part?: analyzing the marriage (industrial) complex  
pg 12 - money & power as zero sum game for hetero relationships 
pg 14 - “i’m not a feminist, but…” 
pg 17 - “i’m not a feminist, but... “retorts  
pg 18 - womyn's only consciousness raising: the original myspace  
pg. 19 - a cheesy moment 
pg 20 - tales of a feminist, straight, respectful male: they ain’t just in fiction, promise 
pg 21 - i heart feminists 
pg 22 - trust me, i’m a doctor: douche bags and jerks 
pg 24 - the accidental polyamorist: a narrative essay 
pg 26 - ghost world 
pg 28 - pussies and balls: a drunken rant 
pg 30 -  friends for life, or until we graduate 
pg 32 - krzyzstof’s kitchen 
pg 34 - unsung feminist hero: bicycles! 
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suggested things & resources 

zines 

barefoot and in the kitchen* -  a deliciously packed vegan cooking zine 

erinyen* - brilliant anarcha-feminst journal dealing with all kinds of international issues 

anarcha-feminism* - informative zine about different aspects and ideals of a-f 

breaking the MANacles: an anti-patriarchy reader* - an extremely well-written account 

of combating sexism mainly in the anarchist movement. a must read! 

radicalgraphics.org - awesome stencils free to be taken & used 

* = all of these zines can be found at zinelibrary.info, the fucking mecca of downloadable zines! 

feministing.com - running blog of latest fem issues & news in amerika and abroad 

take back your life: a wimmin’s guide to alternative health care* - a crash course in 

keeping yer body safe & healthy! 
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learning good consent* - compilation zine about consent by the author of doris and support  

beyond gallery walls and dead white men: anarcha-feminism in action - a collection of 

interviews with a variety of anarcha-feminists. reads like a book! 

my brain hurts - a comic about being a queer punk teenager in new york city 

microcosmpublishing.com - indie distro & publisher  since 1996. they sell zines, books, 

stickers, patches, posters, t-shirts, pamphlets, and tons of other goodies! 

marilyn wann - FAT!SO? 

junot diaz - the brief wondrous life of oscar wao 

websites 

books 

special thanks to:  

ryan north, diane dimassa and cristy road (please dont sue us), all the contributors 

& editors, and everyone reading this right now! 

leora tanenbaum - catfight: rivalries among women -- from diets to 

dating, from the boardroom to the delivery room 

joe meno - hairstyles of the damned 

bell hooks - talking back: thinking feminist, thinking black 

marjane satrapi - embroideries 

joyce carol oates - foxfire: confessions of a girl gang 

leslie fenberg - stone butch blues arundhati roy - god of all small things 

dorothy bryant - the kin of ata are waiting for you  audre lorde-sister outsider 



bicycles! 
unsung feminist hero: 

the bicycle was mass produced for amerikan consumption in 1878. it became wildly popular with people who 
were unable to afford expensive transportation (read: cars). single women were especially interested in bicycles: 
they still weren’t trusted to drive, let alone by themselves. bicycles were fairly cheap to maintain and literally gave 
them freedom. ankle-length skirts were “in” at the time and made ladies feel the pressure to choose between 
fashion and fun(tion) in terms of bicycle-appropriate attire. by 1894 women’s fashion had actually evolved to 
make it easier for them to ride bikes and look fucking hot while doing it! a versatile skirt with a buckle was 
designed so that women could have a faux-pants look while riding and keep their clothes from getting caught in 
the chain or wheels. the buckle could also be undone, giving the wearer the popular style she desired. bloomers 
were henceforth favored over skirts when it came to practical attire and corsets were worn less often due to the 
limited range of motion it gave women. the ‘new woman’ of the late nineteenth century saw bicycling as a truly 
liberating experience and paved the way for pants and other less-restricting styles to be seen as socially 
acceptable for women, like gibson girls and flappers! fuck yeah, bikes! 

“The woman who put on divided skirts and took to the roads on her “safety” gained not only independence but 
also a measure of health and a sense of well-being that her neurasthenic sister of earlier decades might have 
envied. As angel in the home, woman was symbol and ideal; she participated in a well-recognized tradition. As 
New Woman on a bicycle, however, she exercised power more fundamentally, changing the conventions of 
courtship and chaperonage, of marriage and travel. As her sphere of influence broadened and her physical 
stamina increased, the focus of the satire and caricature that recorded her development also changed. Rather 
than depicting women as fragile beings to be patronized for frivolous tastes, humorists joked about the 
Amazonian physique exercise produced and warned in mock horror about the inevitable submission of men… 
the woman on a bicycle represents both activity and options; the woman on wheels may decide where she wishes 
to go and what she plans to do when she gets there, regardless of a male companion, or lack of one.” 

- Bicycles, Bangs and Bloomers: The New Woman in the Popular Press by Patricia Marks  

also check out: 
The National Cycling Strategy and the Inclusion of Women zine* 

FACE-OFF: Women and the Beauty Industry zine* 
Bachelor Girl: 100 Years of Breaking the Rules- A Social History of Living Single by Betsy Israel  

typical stuffy, popular attire yay, buckled comfy skirt! 
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by crg 

FAT-BOTTOMED GRRLS; GET ON YER BIKES AND RIDE! 

email us!: hoaxzine@gmail.com 

We are: 

-  two young ladies who were influenced by the riot grrrl movement  
-  friends who met in a womyn’s studies course at a tiny liberal arts college on a campus     smack in 

the urban sprawl located just outside of an east coast city in amerika 
- sick of the womyn around us silencing their 

feminist ideology 
- Bikini Kill fanatics 
- obsessed with dogs and puppies 
- unshaven and unashamed 
- bicycle riders 
- vagina warriors 
- non-heterosexual, female-identified, white-

identified 
- both considered man haters (despite the fact 

that we both have male friends) 
- sick of the stereotype that feminists don’t have 

a sense of humor (LOLZ!) 
- avid readers of fiery feminist theory 
- the embodiment of cyborgs (ref: Donna 

Haraway) 
- both still trying figure out exactly what Donna 

Haraway was trying to say… 
- coming from very different backgrounds (and 

sometimes perspectives) yet working 
towards a common goal 

- ready to smash the dominate fucking 
paradigm, betch! 

retorts // comments // questions // zine-trading //  recommendations// etc. 

- crg and rachel 

. . . and we want to know who you are too! 



Q: Polyamory... is that like when you have eight wives? 
A: No, that would be polygamy, which is typically patriarchal and 
religious. 

Q: Polyamory...does that mean I can have two girlfriends?  
A: Well, yes, but only if they both know and are okay with it. 

Q: Polyamory...can it actually work long-term? 
A: Yes, and it does for many poly couples out there. An open marriage is a form of 
polyamory. 

What the hell is a Poly? 
Words & illustration by Tia Dudley 

Polyamory is fundamentally based on feminist values of gender equality and self-
determination. Although polyamory can mean different things to different people, it is 
often described as consensual, ethical and responsible non-monogamy. The symbol for 
polyamory is a heart with the infinity symbol inside it, which represents the basic poly 
belief that love is infinite. This concept is pivotal to polyamory. It directly opposes the 
common mono-centric thought that if you love person A but also have feelings for 
person B, your feelings for person A are less strong or meaningful. Some of the core 
values of poly include fidelity (being faithful to one's promises, not to sexual 
exclusivity), honesty, self-confidence, respect for partners and for oneself, dignity, 
consensuality, safe(r) sex, non-possessiveness, communication and self-reflection. 
Conversations, especially about one's emotions, expectations, and needs are vital to 
any relationship, but are particularly important in poly relations. There is a classic poly 
joke that says, “Swingers have sex and polys have conversations.”  

Polyamory is similar to feminism and to queer theory in that it too struggles against 
socially constructed notions of what is “normal” or “natural”. Polyamory opposes the 
notion that relationships must be neatly labeled and placed into boxes – friends, friends 
with benefits, dating, boyfriend/girlfriend, etc. For me, any interaction between two or 
more people is a relationship, and may be platonic, romantic, sexual, or a some 
combination of the three, whatever works for the people involved. There is no script for 
a polyamorous relationship, and so it must be discussed and defined by the 
participants.  

Polyamory is about developing meaningful, long-term relationships. How is that 
possible, one might ask, without monogamy? Don't polys get jealous? Yes, of course 
we get jealous, and we strive to honestly discuss those feelings when they come up. 
However, if you are secure with your value as a partner, and you have trust in your 
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- Approx. 2-3 lbs. pasta, variety (shells, spirals, penne, etc.) 
- 2 cans tomatoes, do not drain 
- 8 oz. garbanzo beans 
- 8 oz. chopped broccoli 
- 8 oz. sliced mushrooms 
- 5-6 cloves minced garlic 
- 1 diced yellow onion 
- fresh cut basil 
- splash of olive oil 
 
Below spices are to taste: 
- oregano 
- cayenne pepper 
- sea salt 
- pepper 
 
Begin by boiling pasta with some olive oil and sea salt. In a separate pot, add 2-3 
tbsp. olive oil and begin roasting garlic and onion. Add cans of un-drained 
tomatoes, garbanzo beans, broccoli, and mushrooms, stirring regularly. If sauce 
requires more liquid, add water as desired. Add spices and basil and continue 
stirring until thoroughly heated. Drain pasta when finished cooking. Serve with 
pasta and sauce combined, or with sauce ladled directly on top.  

Pasta de Marc Pasta de Marc Pasta de Marc    
(a.k.a. the “Yorkshire Special”)(a.k.a. the “Yorkshire Special”)(a.k.a. the “Yorkshire Special”)   



Chipotle HummusChipotle HummusChipotle Hummus   
- 2 cups chickpeas 
- 1/4 cup lemon juice 
- 4+ cloves of garlic 
- 3-5 chipotle peppers (Note: other peppers can be substituted for chipotle peppers, 
such as jalapeno, habanero, etc. If you choose to use a hotter pepper, begin with one 
or two, and continue adding more to the mixture to reach your desired level of 
spiciness.) 
- approx. one quarter of a small red onion, diced 
- 1/2 tsp. ground cumin 
- 1/2 tsp. coriander 
- 1/2 tsp. black pepper 
- salt to taste 
 

 
Begin by combining chickpeas, garlic, and lemon juice in a food processor/blender. 
When the mixture is relatively smooth, add in the chipotle peppers and diced red 
onion. Blend the mixture more, and then add all of the spices. Continue blending. If 
the mixture is too chunky, add a bit of water to smooth it out. When blending is 
complete, pour/scoop into a dish and serve as-is. Suggested serving: garnish with 
sprinkled cayenne pepper on top, and serve with warmed pita bread. 
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  In this installment of: 

I'm not against monogamy, I'm only against the concept that monogamy is the only 
way to have a meaningful relationship. Like feminism, polyamory is all about choices. 
Monogamy is no less valid than a polyamorous relationship, its all about what is going 
to work for the participants. For me, polyamory is not just a lifestyle or a relationship 
status, but an orientation. I fundamentally believe in the values of polyamory and in 
the fluidity of human relationships.  

relationship, sexual or romantic inclusivity is not a threat, and so the jealousy is easier 
to deal with. So how do polyamorous relationships work? Some polyamorous people 
have a primary partner, (like a spouse or co-habitation partner) and one or more 
secondary partners (like a boyfriend or girlfriend). The couple would discuss their 
boundaries and set appropriate limits. Some couples may reserve certain activities as 
off-limits with secondary relationships, or limit the amount of time spent with them. 
Other polys have triads, (a relationship between three people) or quads (a relationship 
between two couples). There are also groups, both open and closed, in which the 
members may have relations with some or all of the other members.  
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This is NOT “Reverse Sexism”: A Rebuttal  
by Rachel 

I know that it is extremely disconcerting for you to sit with my anger, especially when my anger 
gets directed towards you for the sexism which you do not consciously engage with. None of us 
would like to think of ourselves as oppressors, especially when we don’t understand how we are 
oppressing. Trust me, I understand. I’m sure that the term feminism carries a whole different set 
of semantic meanings for the both of us. I’m not here to debate that. I’m not here to tell you what 
feminism is or is not. I can’t convince you to embrace the feminist movement or read feminist 
philosophies. When I’m talking to you about feminism, I’m not participating in some missionary 
effort to change yr direction in life and colonize you to my man-hating granola ways. However, I 
do have to make one demand. If we are going to remain friends you must take the time to listen 
to what I have to say. Just listen. I might, in fact, know something about the nature of gender that 
you would never think to recognize. As a womyn I guarantee that I possess some knowledge 
through my experiences that you do not.  Stop telling me that womyn are now equal. Stop telling 
me there is no new need for feminists. I’ll be a post-feminist in the post-patriarchy. And since when 
were you a spokesperson for my rights? Who are you to decide whether or not misogyny is still a 
factor when, as a womyn, I am most often its direct target? 

I am one of those self-identified radical feminist. I am radical in that I believe in addressing the root 
causes of gender inequality. I believe in working towards a complete social transformation so that 
we can live in a world that is both inclusive and egalitarian. I am also radical in that I am allowing 
myself to envision what life would be like without gender or any other social structure to 
naturalize social hierarchy. I believe in working towards that utopia, even if I unlikely won’t live 
there in my  lifetime.  Every small step is a means to the end. As a radical feminist, I am also 
making a conscious effort to strive towards eliminating my own participation in both the 
discourse and practice of racism, classism, homophobia, etc. I am attempting to be mindful of my 
choices and lifestyle. Both my radicalism and my feminism have grown out of a plethora of 
personal encounters and experiences which were so intense and poignant that I will never be able 
to look back naively. I can choose to co-exist silently like any other ordinary bystander but I will 
always carry weight of knowing that I am betraying the world around me. 

Even if this means nothing to you, this fight, my resistance, means everything to me. Identifying as a 
feminist is not semantic warfare. By branding myself as a feminist, I am engaging my personal 
experiences with that of the collective. The personal is the political and it’s worth talking about.  By 
talking to you and other people about these experiences, I am participating in the political move 
of consciousness raising. I am allowing myself to assert I am not alone nor am I the victim at fault 
for the sexism that has played out upon my body, upon my psyche. My experiences are worthy of 
being shared. I need to share because they connect me to a linage of other womyn who have 
experienced similarities. And when we come together and talk we are finally able to begin to 
name the systems that have contributed to our sufferings. 
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this past weekend.” awkward silence. “dude, just let it go. it’ll work itself out”, she 
finally mutters, going back to more arguably important things. “yeah,” i reply, “i’ll just 
ignore it.” but i can’t. everything has piled up to be the worst fucking day ever.  and i 
still have to work 7 hours in a sub shop with spoiled high schoolers, get hit on by 
wrinkly old men and finish the looming load of assignments literally weighing me 
and my backpack down. plus, what am i even  doing laying my problems on this 
backwoods hillbilly girl?  i guess making friends here is kinda like community college 
in itself: i’m not crazy about where i’ve ended up but it’s better than nothing. but, 
fuck, am i really that desperate to have friends? i hope not. is m___ really that bad? 
i’m not sure. she’s never been anything but nice to be but i must ask myself if its 
because i’m white. racist ideologies have survived thousands of years because they 
benefit someone, right? that’s it, i have to live my politics. i can’t fraternize with the 
enemy any longer, even if she is a much needed girl friend. add “stop confiding in/
exchanging general niceties with m____” to the ever-growing mental to-do list.  
 
 the end of environmental science can’t come fast enough and i speed walk to 
my car without acknowledging m____’s mumbled goodbye. i toss my backpack in the 
backseat, roll the windows down and start the car. dayglo abortions starts playing and 
i remember that i was listening to them in the morning. i automatically put on “germ 
attack”, the only song that could possibly cheer me up, crank that shit to 45 and feel 
the first smile of the day creep across my face. wait, did i say i was having the worst 
day ever? who the fuck cares? i leave a cloud of dust behind me as i reach 80 on the 
highway and scream along, flicking dried boogs and all the day’s stresses out the 
window. just a day in the fucking life. 
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 fell asleep in geography once again. you’d think she’d wake me up or hit me 
with something since i’m in the front row. came to just in time to see the last student 
walking out the door and her just smiling at me. “i thought since you fell asleep that you 
should stay asleep,” she laughs. “ i know how it is to work full time and go to class full 
time. no need for explanations.” i blush and clumsily stuff my notebooks into my shitty 
green backpack as i walk out the door, ashamed of myself and feeling guilty for getting 
special treatment. why is it that no one else at community college is busting ass as hard as 
i am? i try to decrease my self-doubt as i scope out a couch to relax on and get ahead on 
homework. if i was a normal student i’d be eating lunch during this mini-break but i can’t 
even scrounge up the $1.50 for a the only veggie-friendly sandwich in the damp, musty 
cafeteria; a crusty grilled cheese. i can’t focus on the words on the pages in front of me; 
only the sounds of my stomach gurgling and musings of just when the fuck i’m going to 
be able to get my homework done in the hour i have between school and work. before i 
know it, it’s time for macro-economics. 
 
 i’m looking forward to seeing what m____ wears to class this time. last week it 
was a pair of orange-tint tony stewart sunglasses with morsels of dried mud flicked all 
over them. when i tried to scratch a piece off of the number 14 near the left lens, she 
recoils and slaps my hand away. “this dirt is a status symbol! rob and i went muddin’ 
yesterday on his four-wheelers!” its precarious that we’d become friends but we have two 
classes together and happened to sit near one another the first day in both of them. today 
i had to once again remember that she looks at me with as much curiosity as i do her. 
while i think her affinity for tractor pulls, off-road jeep rides and pork roasts is a bit 
weird, she also taunts me about my huge hot pink mohawk and yet-defined sexuality. we 
do, however, both enjoy sitting in the back corner of the room out of earshot and 
regularly poking fun at our professor. “where the fuck is he from? he’s white but he 
dresses like he’s from fucking africa. it looks like he’s wearing a bright-ass woven rug like 
a dress. and i realized last night that his last name sounds like the money they use in 
legend of zelda.” m____’s comments have been worse so i try to shrug this one off and 
direct her attention to his obvious hairpiece instead. i can’t expect much from a country 
girl who hits the lock button in her car only when she’s going through “the city. you 
know, because i don’t want someone to fucking rob me.” my theoretical angel and devil 
wrestle for a few seconds and i end up feeling guilty about thinking that for once i wish 
her delirious fear would come true. i almost forgot that racists are rarely rational about 
ethnic stereotypes. my inner monologue is suspended when the professor announces a 
doubled-up homework load due to the entire class getting horrendous grades on the test 
we took last class. m____ picks up on my boundless frustration and stops just short of 
dragging me to environmental science. 
  
 once there, i pull out my mangled black-belt sudoku booklet and start trying to 
work on something that will actually make me feel accomplished. m____ and i sit isolated 
in the back corner once again so i can do my stupid little puzzles and she can scan the 
sports section of the local paper for any nascar updates she might have missed. i break the 
silence by blurting “oh, i forgot to tell you.  i drunkenly hooked up with my ex boyfriend 

friends for life, 
or until we graduate 

by crg 
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Angry feminists such as me are always accused of not having a sense of humor. This is yr way of 
trivializing yr role as an actor in the oppression of womyn. I’m taking sexism seriously. Engaging 
with my rage provides the capacity to be a better peace builder as well as a genuine friend and 
girlfriend. The more present I can be with myself, the more authentic I can be in the company of 
others. And no, my radical feminism is not “reverse sexism.” I am a radical feminist out of love not 
just for myself but out of love for my community. I am radical because I want us to be able to 
collaborate and communicate and work and love and dance and sing and eat and paint together. My 
feminism is for the both of us. I am fighting to recover my lost voice so that we can share in a 
mutually reciprocal relationship. In order for this to happen, you are going to have to listen to me. 
In order to reach this utopia of egalitarianism, you are going to have to let me be the first speaker. 
I’ve been listening to you in yr whole for so long now. I grew up going to yr schools, learning yr 
language, living by all of yr rules. I’ve been too busy buying into yr patriarchal classifications of 
sanity and sanctity, too preoccupied with the calculation of whether or not I am considered 
acceptable as a womyn. I’m sick of these measurements. I’ve tried so hard to assimilate and each 
attempt has almost destroyed the passion and desire inside of me. I’m no longer going to accept 
this.  

I am furious at all who allow violence against womyn to be a permissible epidemic. As a womyn (or 
maybe just as a patriotic citizen) I am not supposed to be this angry. I witness yr discomfort when I 
start to fume. Allow me to reclaim the anger that I spent years turning inwards. I’d rather be angry 
than self-deprecating. Don’t try to coo me out of it when I become enveloped in my own fury. Don’t 
try to medicate it with prescription drugs either. The capacity to be present with this chaos of my rage 
allows me to sit with all that rests inside me that I allow to go unrecognized emotions. There is 
unknown strength in my rage. In order to utilize this hidden power I have to cultivate my ability to 
engage with this disconcerting feeling. This is still a skill I trying to cultivate. After beginning to force 
myself to sit with this anger I’ve been able to listen to my voice and opinions for the first time with-
out shame. I no longer am convinced that I am too much for the world, that I am a waste of air, that 
taking up too much space. Anger and love are in no way oppositional like I was raised to think they 
are. On the contrary, it is an act of violence when you attempt destroy my possibility to engage with uncom-
fortable emotions.  
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One of the ways to transform is to talk back. We exist in a symbiotic relationship with misogyny. 
Misogynist forces only continue as long as we allow ourselves to be a niche for them. Imagine what 
would happen if we no longer allowed ourselves to use the negative and violent language. What if we 
just deleted certain words from our everyday vocabulary? Imagine what would happen if we 
interrupted the people around us whenever they perpetrated a negative stereotype? Let’s observe 
the outcome if we collectively stop purchasing magazines with sexist advertisements or watching TV 
shows which were overtly offensive.   
 
In all actuality, what I am saying is not really that radical. We’ve made this type of progress before. If 
you are unwilling to listen, I think that our friendship has come to a natural closing point. You need 
to be able to contend to this rage in order for us to be able to love and communicate together as 
equals. I dream of us engaging together in this battle. But even if you are not yet ready, I need to you 
at least listen as you feel capable. Please stop invalidating my experiences. Otherwise friend, well, I’m 
going to have to go about this alone. I’m sick of wasting my time and energy with somebody who is 
destructive we will are bound to exist on entirely separate plains. 

I’m not sorry I’m making you uncomfortable by sharing this. The consequence of this consciousness 
raising is that some people might feel alienated. But, to be perfectly honest, I’m not at all concerned if 
you feel alienated because of this one conversation when I’ve been feeling alienated living in yr sexist 
world for twenty two years! I refuse to play by yr rules any longer because they never created with 
the intention that I would be a subject to be reasoned with. I’m going to create my own new 
discourse. The word feminist is a necessary part of this new vocabulary. It provides a label for my 
experiences which for years existed as the ultimate problem without a name. I must admit that I’m 
really sick of being thought of as the one who’s supposed to be building bridges. Misogyny is yr 
problem if yr a perpetrator. In order for us to co-exist in an egalitarian and loving relationship, we are 
both individually going to have to investigate our own prejudices. You are going to have to handle yr 
own sexism and challenge yr own construction of masculinity. You too have to start to move outside 
of those gendered boundaries. 

I’m not going to make any compromises about these demands. I am loud because I know that, unless 
I start screaming, you are never going to listen. I don’t understand why you feel so threatened by my 
feminism. What is it about my road to empowerment that you find so intimidating? Are you afraid 
that I am about to overthrow yr hierarchy? I’m not fighting for a matriarchy. In the world which I 
idealize we will both be on an equal footing. I am not engaging in a war because I have no desire to 
dominate you. This resistance is direct action. I am fighting only to the extent that you I and the 
other womyn of the world and that you will begin to accommodate to our needs. I advocate from 
the perspective of a radical feminist with the hope that one day I will no longer have to continue to 
make these demands and assert myself as a feminist because womyn’s rights will no longer be 
estranged from the general discourse of human rights. And eventually, all citizens of the world 
should be able to take human rights seriously. I resist so that in the future we will no longer have to 
engage in this battle because the feminist resistance will have taught the next generation to stop 
perpetrating sexism (and racism, and classism, and homophobia etc.) and treat each other with the 
respect of equals. 
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Now, let us compare these facts to the male genitalia. Speaking from personal experience, 
being kicked or even lightly tapped in the testicles is enough to render me fetal from pain. I 
certainly would be unable to focus on anything else, such as, say passing an eight pound, 
screaming, squirming, clawing infant out of a hole roughly the size of a half dollar. The pain 
felt by the vagina is easily much more than that ever felt by the testicles, and of course, let’s 
not forget that even after this much pain, that vagina can continue to accept penises (or fin-
gers, tongues and sex toys) and shoot out babies again and again, while a simple kick is 
enough to make sure that any given male may never reproduce again. As for the issue of tear-
ing, I once nicked my balls while shaving them (yes, I shave my balls. I don’t fucking care 
WHAT you think about that), and began to openly weep, much like a child after stubbing 
their toe. The following week found me afraid to put on or take off my pants, as the merest 
brushing of fabric against my scratched testicle was enough to bring a tear to my eye. And 
wouldn’t you know it, but that little bastard got infected, resulting in a very awkward visit to 
the doctor, and what I can now only describe as a “cowboy walk”. Women, on the other 
hand, seem to have a great advantage in this situation, leaving me with both a sense of envy 
and awe at the durability of their naughty parts. 

Let’s focus on the other elephant in the room. The almost freakish weakness of the testicles. 
As previously mentioned, even the lightest tap on these bits of dangly, hairy flesh has re-
gressed my fellow men and I into a state of helplessness associated with newborns. The merest 
of touches can be so painful, in fact, that I now wince whenever I hear “Bangkok”. (Editors 
note – this is a reference played among high school males in which one boy goes up to the 
other and asks “What’s the capital of Thailand?”, raps the other male in the testicles with the 
back of their hand, and announces, gleefully, that it is Bangkok. It is exactly as stupid as it 
sounds).  

Male genitalia are so laughably vulnerable, in fact, that I sometimes wonder if they were de-
signed by nature in order to keep human society from becoming patriarchal. Too many men 
trying to rule over you women-folk with their generally superior muscle mass / physical 
strength awarded to them by evolution? Here are two handy little spheres you can press 
whenever you want the sexism to go away! Of course, this all changed with the invention of 
the codpiece during the late 1400's. But my point still stands that when I think of weakness, 
vulnerability, cowardice and “wussy-ness”, I think of a group of men who have just been told 
that one of them will be kicked in the junk.  

So why is it that the term pussy does not imply strength and durability, and the term balls 
does not carry the connotation of weakness? To be honest, I have no clue, but I encourage 
you to all start doing what I’ve done with my campers: When they’re faced with cold water in 
a pool and won’t jump in, ask them where the fuck they left their pussies today.  
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Pussies and Balls 
A Drunken Rant by Kevin Hendricks  

At the time of writing this (Summer 2009), I was employed as a Lifeguard and Camp Counselor 
at the Boys and Girls Club of West Palm Beach. My responsibilities include watching the 
wretched little discharges, making sure they don’t drown, and not telling them that they are the 
reason I consider myself pro-choice.  

It seems cruel, even to me, to speak so ill of these children, most of which come from horrible 
home lives and economic disparity that makes me feel middle class guilt. And to be fair, quite a 
few of them are wonderful. Just the other day, I had a discussion with a 13 year old girl about 
the way rap and hip hop demean women. She not only totally agreed that it was outrageous, 
but she also expressed a firm belief that she as a woman deserved to be treated better than 
those same women we hear about in rap songs. It was a glorious moment, in which I felt a 
bright hope for the future of humanity as a species. Then I caught a 15 year old boy making out 
with a 10 year old girl. I quickly returned to neutral. My point for writing this article, essay, or 
rant as I would prefer to call it, is not to complain about the larger trends in gender politics of 
the future generations. It is, rather, to fixate and obsess over the relatively small, but still 
irritating use of the term “pussy” and “balls” that I’ve heard from my campers between the ages 
of 12-15.  

Those of you who have not been hideously scarred shut ins for the last 30+ years probably 
recognize the terms and their meaning. Pussy, obviously, is a reference to the human vagina. In 
slang, or at least, current slang, it indicates weakness, cowardice, and “wussy-ness”. Balls, in 
contrast, are a reference to the male anatomy, and indicate toughness, virility, courage and 
strength, both physical and mental. Since when did such an ass-backwards notion of the 
functions of these two organs become the prevailing notion? Correct me if I’m wrong, but 
vaginas are incredibly durable and strong organs, capable of shooting out 8 pounds of 
screaming, squirming, finger nail covered human flesh. Balls, on the other hand, are incredibly 
weak and fragile organs, with a simple kick or stiff breeze being enough to render them unable 
to function properly ever again. 

What I want to express in this article / essay / rant is an outrage about these terms, and the 
overall disparity between their slang meanings and their literal truths. Let’s start with the 
obvious as evidence for the prosecution: The act of childbirth. First, the facts.  

Fact: Shooting a baby out of your vajayjay is so painful that it is not only widely considered to 
be the worst natural pain a human being can feel, but it also that the mere sight of the pain it 
causes most women is considered traumatic and abusive to children.  

Fact: During childbirth, the vagina has an 80% chance of tearing.  

Fact: There is a relatively low rate of fatalities and infection for women who have birthed 
children.  
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‘till death do ya part? 
analyzing the marriage (industrial) complex 

by crg 

i've been plagued by the thought of marriage lately. my family has a history of ugly, torn 
marriages and ruptured living situations, but somehow the issue of getting married has still been 
pushed upon me. after 22 years of such subjugation, i have finally found that the only minuscule 
desire i ever had to get married was because i was imbibed and socialized to believe that 
marriage is the only way to have a legitimate adult relationship with a long-term partner. 

mostly i've been dwelling on the subject because a young woman very close to me married a man 
that she met while visiting another country. they have known each other less than a year and are 
supposedly in love with one another. she has only dated a couple of guys over the past few years 
and neither were serious. now she plans to live with a man almost a decade her senior n a 
foreign country, leave everyone she knows behind, bear children and become a housewife as 
soon as possible. i wholeheartedly commend women who decide to let their primary concerns 
rest within their own households and children. it is a very difficult decision to make and i 
applaud the women that do. i've met women who have told me that having and raising children 
has been their ultimate, lifelong desire and they could not be happier having the ability to do so. 
they've obtained their dream, so who am i to judge what they choose? 

i am, however, at odds with such a young woman leaving everything behind for someone she 
barely knows. going through numerous bad relationships, i have learned that when its good, its 
good and when its bad, its fucking horrible. i would never claim to be more worldly in love than 
another, but i do know that statistically the younger women and men marry, the more likely they 
are to divorce. i'm concerned for her well-being and it would break my heart to see her unhappy 
and in some kind of situation that she would not easily be able to get out of. i understand that 
she has always wanted to get married and have children and that her dream job is indeed mother 
and home keeper. i just wonder why they couldn’t have waited, since they plan to be together 
“until the end of time” or whatever bullshit they ignorantly promise.  

i don't understand why people want to rush into things at top speed. if you are in love with 
someone and honestly want to spend the rest of your life with that person, then why make such 
heinous decisions? what is so appealing about marriage, honestly? why can't a couple live 
together under an understood bond that should not be broken? why do people feel that the only 
way to express their utmost love for someone is a state-sanctioned relationship? i have a few 
ideas, followed by my top 5 reasons for not supporting any kind of marriage. 

why people get married:  

1. Pressures from family and friends. 

2. Societal expectations and the fear of being ostracized. 

3. Proving their love for one another. 

4. Tax benefits. 9 



1.  how many of us have known or been a little girl who plays dress up in a wedding dress of some 
sort? how to adults and parents react to this? most likely with cries of “awww!”  or “you’re so 
pretty!” and other affirmative behavior. not only does this press the issue of heteronormativiy but 
also lets her know that she is only visually pleasing (read: worthy) when dressed in socially-defined 
feminine clothing. and is there ever focus on just who she’s getting married to? not exactly. if 
you're raised to believe something to such a degree, it can be very difficult to shy away from such a 
thing. especially if it is endorsed by society at large, which bleeds into the next reason. another 
source of socialization would be close friends. when i’m in a long-term relationship i always seem 
to get asked if my significant other is “marriage material”. what the fuck? that question implies that 
i would be somehow wasting my time with someone if the answer is no, since the ultimate goal of 
intimate relationships is marriage, right? i guess i also shouldn’t eat since i’m eventually going to 
get hungry again, i shouldn’t shower because i’ll just get dirty again (okay, that one makes more 
sense), etc. i don’t know if people who extol this kind of thought are aware of this but dating is a 
fucking process of elimination! that’s the point: you have to discover what you like or don’t like in a 
partner. 

2. many people believe (because of morals, values, religious beliefs, general stupidity, etc.) that 
living and/or procreating with someone out of wedlock is fundamentally unacceptable, and by 
entering into marriage, their action is somehow justified and their consciences are cleared of any 
wrongdoings. they are most likely concerned that others may see them in a bad light because of the 
'unofficial' status of their partnership (bristol palin…?). let's not forget the massive wedding 
industry, which rakes in $70 billion annually from happy couples wishing to get hitched in an 
elaborate, flashy array of table linens, fresh flowers and horrendously colored bridesmaid dresses. 
there is no doubt about it; the idea of a wedding is almost exclusively catered to women. a wedding 
day represents one in which a woman can feel pampered, like the star of the show, and have 
everything her way. all the magazines, movies, and television shows are targeted towards making a 
personal statement of love into a commercial process to be fucking capitalized off of! at the same 
time, men are told to just grin and bear it. if they really loved their fiancés, they’d just let them 
plan it their own way. why are men factored out of the equation? do we really think they don’t 
deserve an opinion in a service that they have equal participation in? as a related story, it has been 
noted that recognizing gay marriages would also add an additional $16.8 billion to the industry. i 
can see it now: “stimulate the economy! let gays get married!” to me, this just reinforces my belief 
that any kind of marriage should not be practiced. 

3. we all know the stereotype of women fawning over the idea of being swept off of her feet by a 
prince charming and taken to the alter. we are also aware of the stereotype of the eternal male 
bachelor, dreading the idea of marriage and hating it even more after continuing to do so. does this 
mean that women pressure men into getting married? do men feel the same amount of pressure to 
get hitched? maybe. at a point, a couple may feel like they have no where else to go but take it to 
the “next level” and enter into the binds of marriage. seems like a “well, you’re here and i’m here 
and we’ve already dealt with each other’s shit for x years. so, um,  let’s just keep doing this for the 
rest of our natural lives” kinda thing. if that's the case, then why pay the state for a piece of paper 
noting your status? oh, that’s right, these are the same people that buy each other worthless shit on 
a day started as a pagan fertility rite (valentine’s day) to, once again, “prove their love”. i see this as 
being a front for one of the other three stated reasons. 

4. i mean, really. it sounds like a humorous joke but i'm sure some people go for it. in the film 'i now 
pronounce you chuck & larry', the back story is that kevin james and adam sandler pretend to be in a 
domestic partnership in order for james' pension to be switched over to his children since his wife 
has passed a few years prior. this may be an uncommon situation but in a time of a ravaged 
economic status in amerika, people may go to great lengths to stay afloat. just one more reason why 
many people see marriage as legalized prostitution. also, a marriage status comes in handy in cases 
such as life insurance and health costs. one spouse’s job with good benefits = benefits for the other 
spouse as well. it is easy to see why married heteros would want to keep these privileges, further 
dividing us into the haves and the have-nots. (i’m an advocate for getting informed about self-
medication but that’s another story) 
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also hear her footsteps in the hallway when our two living dogs are asleep behind closed 
doors, even months after.  
 
at age 21, my grandmother through marriage passes away of old age the day before i come 
back from studying abroad in slovenia and croatia. a month later i stay the weekend at my 
parents’ to house sit while they go on vacation and lots of things mysteriously tip over. i also 
hear sporadic banging noises on the front door. i return a week later to see how the trip was 
and help out with a tough financial situation. my mother mentions a few times when she’s 
talked to my grandmother like she was behind her in the room and i look forward to trying 
to connect with her. i wake up in the middle of the night to rearrange my bed sheets and as i 
lay back down on my side, i feel as if someone is sitting up against the arm that is 
outstretched in front of me. i wonder if it is bug or my grandmother as i hear her say my 
name. “yes?” i reply, slightly nervous about what she’ll say next. “can you talk to me?” she 
says in the sweet, soft voice she always had. “sure, just hold on” i replied, my mind racing as 
to what i could tell her. i’m not good at goodbyes so i put out my hand, palm up. i feel her 
grab it and i smile. i slowly feel her touch fade away as i drift off to sleep. in the morning i 
think i hear her breathing on the opposite side of the room but it goes away after a couple of 
seconds. 

i know some of you may think these examples could easily be rationalized as coincidences or 
misunderstandings but i don’t think they are. to me, they are proof that relationships, human 
or not, can somewhat even transcend planes of existence. they are all instances when a 
lingering spirit attempted to tell me some kind of goodbye: precisely what i’m not good at. 
when i was younger i used to hear weird voices saying my name. in one instance, my friend 
heard it, in public, as clear as day, and freaked the fuck out. it doesnʹt really happen 
anymore. i believe that some people are simply susceptible to being treated as conduits for 
weird encounters such as this. i don’t see this as a reason to believe in some kind of higher 
power. i guess i’m just an atheist that comes in contact with spirits.  
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i get visits from the recently deceased. 
 
alright, before you get to thinking i’m some kind of “sixth sense” whack job, let me 
explain. i have ties with family members that are a bit out of the ordinary. i’ve 
spontaneously visited my mother without knowing that she needed me around for 
something. i’ve called my sister moments after she’s gone through a traumatic event. i’ve 
gotten calls from my grandmother immediately after thinking about her for the first time 
in days. weird shit like that. we can tell what’s going on with one another better than most 
other people can. and this carries over to those who have “passed on”. i embrace the 
notion of spirits because of many experiences i’ve had. these examples may sound creepy 
to those who have not been in similar situations! 

at age 11, my childhood pet, a dog named charlie, gets put to sleep due to kidney failure. 
for weeks afterwards, i hear a dog landing on the floor above me as if it jumped off of a 
bed, even though our living dog bug is beside me. i also feel weird pressure between my 
knees, where he used to sleep, when in bed from time to time.  
 
at age  15, i wake up by sitting straight up in bed one morning. i get a visual in my mind’s 
eye of an olive‐skinned  man with slicked back black hair and a red plaid shirt standing in 
my doorway watching me sleep. after i get ready for school, i learn that my mother’s 
father, who i had not seen in 7 years, passed away a few hours prior. if i had to describe 
him, it would be exactly as the man who i visualized earlier looked. my mother tells me he 
came to her as well and proved his existence by waking my father up: he says he heard my 
mom screaming as he woke.  
 
at age 17, my great aunt passes away from breast cancer. my immediate family travels to 
jackson, mississippi to attend her funeral and celebrate her life with other extended family 
in the area. i do not look at her body in the open casket, as i think it to be disrespectful. 
after the funeral, we have the longest dinner of my life with tons of close relatives and 
friends. i drift in and out of sleep on a chair and see a woman with a floral print top and 
solid orange‐salmon pants leaning to see behind my chair as to look for something but 
don’t see her face. once i fully wake up, i look for her to check if i was in her way but 
cannot find her. i describe her outfit to my grandmother. it was what my great aunt was 
buried in.  
 
at age 21, my family’s dog, bug, is put to sleep at the age of 10 due to congestive heart 
failure. i come home to spend some time with my parents and sister as well as get our new 
dog, emerson, adjusted to living with them. one night i feel pressure on my arm as if she is 
laying with her back to my chest and wrap my arms around her, hugging tightly. as i open 
my eyes my arms automatically come towards my torso, as if she suddenly disappeared. i 

by crg 
ghost world 

why i don’t like marriage: 
5. it goes along with the belief that humans are naturally  

monogamous and all persons have soul mates. 

4. i have had difficult enough breakups and never 
want to know what a crushing divorce would be like. 

3. it creates another system of privileges and rewards for 
those who follow societal norms.  

2. it is seen as the only alternative to dying alone. 

1. THE CONCEPT OF MARRIAGE BEGAN AS A MEANS  
TO TRADE WOMEN FOR THINGS! 

that’s right, kiddies. marriage started as a way for macho, aggro, asshole dudes to literally sell their 
daughters, sisters and other female relatives in exchange for shit. think about the literal connotations of 
the modern amerikan wedding service: bride wears white, symbolizing purity and innocence. preferably 
veiled, as that means she is a virgin and daddy did a good job keeping her safe from being deflowered by 
some unworthy piece of shit (totally not the groom, of course). daddy walks her down the aisle, literally 
passing off responsibility of her to the man she is to marry. with underlying meanings such as this, how 
can one see it as a humane practice? i understand that marriage and weddings are two separate things but 
the majority of society does not see them as mutually exclusive and at one point they went hand-in-hand. 
i do wholly believe in gay rights and homos having all of the same privileges as heteros. marriage should 
not allow persons any special rights over committed couples in long term-relationships. it has become 
another custom in our society, like painting easter eggs that supposedly came from a bunny; it is not 
explicitly questioned and has been passed on because it was always like that, right? our cultural amnesia 
blinds us from seeing these practices’ original intentions in an analytical light. if you desire marriage or an 
elaborate wedding or something of the like, all i ask is that you answer this question: why? and be real 
with yourself about the answer! 
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money and power as a zero-sum game in hetero relationships 
by crg 

12 

woman #1 is upset that her live-in boyfriend is now "needy". how terrible! aren't men supposed to 
be strong and supportive and assertive and independent and all those other things related to 
masculinity? god forbid the guy is depressed, looking for support and is exerting some "typical" 
female characteristics. i wouldn't be surprised if this woman eventually tells him to “stop acting like 
a girl” at some point.  

woman #2 talks about a heartbreaking situation in which her boyfriend had to move from 
california to boston, his hometown, to find work. maybe the problem isn't that he had to move to the 
other side of the country, but that he looked for work there. did he try anywhere in the greater ca 
area? either way, he shouldn't be blamed for moving; i think the issue they're trying to portray is 
that the female didn't relocate with him (hence them being split up).  

woman #3 describes all of the terrible "new" responsibilities that her husband must take on since he 
is now the person who is home the most; essentially doing all the chores and other shit work around 
the house that greater society believes should be undertaken by women. why the hell is it so bad that 
he is "now responsible" for these things? are you jealous that you have help around the house now?  
this shows that even some women believe they themselves belong in the home. 

woman #4 comes home from her full-time job to find that her recently laid off fiancé opted to play 
video games all day instead of do anything around the house. um, actually, the problem is with your 
fiancé being a lazy bastard, not with you having a stable job. if he can't get off his ass and do work at 
home, its obvious that he thinks its a woman's job and he's too good for it. let me guess; he also asks 
you to do the laundry because you just do it so much better than he does, right? 

woman #5 is pregnant and dealing with a newly-unemployed husband as well as the fact that she 
only has four weeks of paid maternity leave. real issue: women not getting longer maternity leave! if 
she was able to get a few months off, like all parents of both sex should, her husband's situation 
wouldn't be as much of a burden on either of them. why isn't maternity leave brought up as the main 
factor in this equation? it would allow both of them some cushion room in terms of getting adjusted 
to their situation as parents as well as having less income. 

woman #6 explains her conflicting role between being a good little wife and supporting her man or 
being "like an overbearing mom" and "nagging" him about getting a job. i see nothing wrong with 
casually asking if he needs help looking for employment. if he is unable to find something on his 
own it may help to have another person looking; that's twice as much attention paid to openings. 
they could take something that is difficult in their relationship and turn it into something they can 
work together on. if they're in a household that requires two people to work outside of the home 
then they both need to pull their own weight, or at least make the effort.  

i stumbled across an article on cnn.com* that talks about how the amerikan economic recession has 
led to thousands of men losing their jobs and will lead to women being more visible in the working 
force by default (as if women aren't the last ones hired and first ones fired already). other than 
showing how men are so hurt by this, it goes on to give 6 examples of how hetero women being in 
the superior financial position is hurting their relationships! the horror!  

 when thinking about this, i am reminded of “the feminine mystique”, which perpetuated 
the myth that if women worked outside the home they would somehow become instantaneously 
liberated. this only served upper middle class white women in yet another way to get them on equal 
economic footing with men of their same class. this belief is still in place today. men are threatened 
by the idea of female liberation through working because they believe it to be a zero-sum game. 
women believe that careerism is the only way to go and any kind of repetitive or low-skilled work is 
drudgery and undervalued. both sexes are being set up for let downs by these kinds of ideals and 
values. gendered representations of housework allow both sexes to be socialized with the idea that 
daily household tasks are females’ work and is valueless by default. these ideologies also may set up 
women to seek marriage to avoid having to work and use their male partners as an escape from a 

asked Marcus “So, you’re Scott?” This freaked me out. We’d be in a group of eight – 
three college friends who knew me and Marcus as a couple and four Arizona friends who 
knew me and Scott as a couple. I had no idea how everyone would behave or how I was 
supposed to handle it. On one hand, Marcus was my guest and we’d been apart all 
summer, so this was special time with him. On the other hand, we were in Scott’s 
“territory,” as he was my Arizona boyfriend. I was still thinking in terms of ownership – 
that both boys couldn’t “have” me at the same time and would have to take turns being 
and not being my boyfriend. I was stressed out, trying to monitor both of them, make 
sure they got equal attention and keep them from talking too much for fear that they 
wouldn’t get along. 

Things finally clicked for me later that afternoon. My best female friend, Bailey, had to 
go to work and as she was leaving I yelled, “Bye, I love you!” She yelled back that she 
loved me too, and then the strangeness of the moment hit me. I don’t use that phrase 
with Marcus or Scott because of its implications of exclusivity and permanence (instead, 
we say things like “you make me happy” or “I think you’re fantastic”) but I think 
nothing of saying it to Bailey.  My relationship with Bailey is one of mutual love – we get 
what we can from and give what we can to each other. She doesn’t belong to me. We 
don’t demand that the other be wholly satisfied with the friendship and we have no 
problems with other friends. Later, I would use the analogy of a car and a bed – asking 
someone which they prefer makes no sense. Beds won’t get you anywhere, but cars 
aren’t comfortable for sleeping. People are the same way. Expecting one person to be 
able to fulfill all your needs to the exclusion of everyone else sets the relationship up for 
failure. Why, then, couldn’t I see Scott and Marcus the same way? They were both 
people whose company I enjoyed but who didn’t have a monopoly on my body, feelings 
or attention any more than Bailey did. Hanging out with them together didn’t have to be 
tense or volatile, nor did I need them to adore each other. It was the same as introducing 
any two of my friends – capitalize on mutual interests and try to avoid anyone’s feelings 
getting hurt. 

After that I relaxed and discovered that the two got along very well. It became clear that 
I have a type, and my type tends to like itself very much. Scott commented that he’d like 
to sit down with Marcus one-on-one to talk philosophy and I joked that it was a mistake 
to let them meet, because I was in danger of losing both to each other. Once I got over 
thinking of a boyfriend as someone who somehow possesses me in a way that only one 
person can do at a time, I was comfortable around the two of them because I was seeing 
them not as my alternating boyfriends, but simply as Scott and Marcus. Introducing 
sexuality into a relationship changes some of the rules, but not the entire game.  

Later that night we went to a concert, and one of my friends stood on the edge of the 
crowd with me to avoid the moshing. We watched Scott and Marcus running and flailing 
in the pit and he teased, “That’s your boyfriend!” 

“Yeah,” I replied without thinking. “Both of ‘em.” 
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The Accidental Polyamorist 
a narrative essay by Lily Dodge 

(names have been changed to protect privacy) 

My parents are a couple of ex-hippie intellectuals who saw no issues with talking frankly 
about sex with me when I was six and raising me in their nudist lifestyle, so I can’t exactly 
claim a “traditional” upbringing. Still, I always assumed that all my relationships would look 
like the traditional one-man/one-woman pair. It’s all I saw around me and it’s what I 
figured would make me the happiest. But, without any planning or warning, I found myself 
deeply involved in relationships with two boys by the summer after my freshman year of 
college. There was Marcus, who I met at college; and Scott, who had been my 
monogamous boyfriend my senior year of high school. (In this essay, I use the word 
“boyfriend” to denote a boy I’m sexually or romantically involved with. Scott and I use the 
term to define his relationship to me while Marcus and I do not.) 

Things started with Marcus. Scott and I dropped out of touch while I was away at school 
and I met Marcus, who told me that he wanted to start something with me but warned me 
that there was “another girl,” someone from his old college now living in New York. I 
agreed, not thinking much about it – she was so far away she might as well have been 
imaginary, and Marcus was planning to leave school after that semester anyway. She came 
to visit one week in April, and that visit showed me that I was dealing with something far 
beyond just being with a person who also liked someone else. There were no issues the first 
few days, and I was so proud of myself for not getting jealous and getting along well with 
her. Then she hooked up with another boy at school and I was devastated. I realized that I 
had seen her as a sort of “primary girlfriend,” someone Marcus wasn’t willing to give up 
for me, and I took a backseat to her in his emotions. This didn’t bother me – I never felt 
neglected by Marcus, whether or not she was around – until she got with someone else. 
Marcus’s willingness to accept that made me feel like I was second place to someone who 
wasn’t even first place. I was okay letting her in as long as I believed that he needed to have 
her, but when things didn’t look that way, I was hurt. This was my first sign that my issues 
with this relationship had to do with concepts of possession, not jealousy or a need for 
attention. 

What started as me seeing Marcus at school and not thinking much about the technical 
openness of our relationship snowballed into full-blown polyamory when I went home for 
the summer and reconnected with Scott. At the same time, Marcus changed his plans and 
would return to school in the fall. Now there were two boys whose relationships with me 
looked somewhat indefinite (Scott and I plan to end our romantic relationship at the end 
of the summer due to distance but we intend to keep in touch and “see what happens.”) I 
had managed to accidentally end up with two boyfriends. Both boys knew about each other 
and neither seemed to mind, but in July Marcus and some other friends from school visited 
me in Arizona. I talked to Scott about it and he wanted to meet Marcus, and Marcus 
wanted to meet Scott, so we decided to get lunch the first day of Marcus’s visit. I was 
excited until we met up with another friend of mine (who didn’t know either boy) and he 
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* this article can be found at: http://www.cnn.com/2009/LIVING/personal/03/02/tf. 
unemployed.boyfriend/index.html)  
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lower economic class. defying the ingrained sex roles of man as breadwinner, woman as 
housewife causes both parties psychological distress and the feeling of being out of place. if we 
keep thinking of men as controlling the work world and women as controlling the home world 
then any persons who deviate from those standards will be seen as sex role failures. 
 women and men have the same set of values when it comes to money and power and 
seeing the combination of the two as representative of domination or success shows how 
patriarchy hurts everyone involved. men and women both need to stop seeing the great chain of 
monetary being as money = masculine = not feminine. making more money does not equate to 
dominance and the lack thereof does not equate to submission. as bell hooks comments, “receiving 
low wages or no wages is seen as synonymous with personal failure, lack of success, inferiority.” 
women need to be comfortable with money. perhaps making 75 cents to the man’s dollar has 
further pushed us to believe that we don’t deserve a “family wage” like men do. we already have a 
significant amount of purchasing power in terms of consumerism and have tremendous pull 
when it comes to boycotts and opting out of supporting gruesome multi-national corporations. 
men need to realize that their masculinity is not on the line if they are unemployed or make less 
ducats than their partner. it has been said that unemployed men actually do less around the house 
than employed women and this is reflected in carol hanisch’s statement that “a man can quit work 
and pretty much still remain the master of the household, gaining for himself a lot of free time 
since the work he does doesn’t come close to what his wife or lover does.” this may not exactly 
translate to the article but it is an interesting concept to examine. if men are valued for their 
money and women are valued for their bodies in our society, i wonder how this compares to 
women’s inherent and ingrained bodily issues. 
 overall, i am very disappointed in this article for not assessing the issue of hetero male 
unemployment in the right light. the slant on it seems really fear-provoking and sensational while 
only looking at male economic disadvantages and female relational disadvantages. this perpetuates 
the stereotypes of men putting work first and women putting intimate relationships first. how 
come we only see editorial pieces about how much staying at home and being unemployed sucks 
when men are the ones experiencing it? how come we do not see pieces about men being affected 
by the recession emotionally and relationally? why do we not see studies done on the overall 
impact of the recession on the economic situations of all varieties of women and not just those in 
relationships? women and men both need to be socialized to value daily life-supporting tasks and 
challenge notions of power in our oppressive capitalist system. much more can be said on this 
topic but in the meantime we can turn a critical eye to the intertwinement of sex and class and 
how the two combine to form suffocating expectations that will take solidarity to be eradicated.  

note: i used a lot of points from bell hooks’ “feminist theory: from margin to center”. please read it! 



“I’m Not A Feminist, But….” 

I would like to draw attention to a cultural phenomenon that really pisses me off. I call it the 
“I’m not a feminist but…” syndrome. It’s when a person prefaces a perfectly valid and 
intelligent observation about gender equality with the phrase “I’ m not a feminist but…” This 
syndrome, rampant in both intellectual and casual settings, prevents personal experiences of 
gender inequality and alienation from entering into the political world of public 
consciousness. Staying stuck inside our own negative experiences of sexism and/or refusing 
to acknowledge the cause which identifies and works to eradicate these issues makes it 
impossible to participate in consciousness raising and become a part of the societal 
revolution. 

Feminism. 

Fem.i.nism 
n.  
1. Belief in the social, political, and economic equality of the sexes.  
2. The movement organized around this belief. 

These quite possibility might be the only three syllables in the entire English language which 
have the power to make so many men immediately lose their erections while womyn quiver 
with discomfort and fear.  

Most grrrls in our generation do not realize that this trickled down brand of Spice Girls 
feminism actually stems from an extremely radical cause. The term “girl power” itself was 
directly snatched from the title of a zine written as a part of the riot grrl feminist punk 
movement of the early 1990’s. One of the goals of the riot grrl movement was to reclaim and 
rephrase feminism in a language that was accessible to all. Like many other underground 
movements which become devastatingly visible and creditable to the mainstream, riot grrl 
was co‐opted and trickled down to an apolitical third wave media movement, a trend which 
centered around the notions of female empowerment through individualism and hyper‐ 
sexualization.  
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Our generation was raised on the philosophy of “girl power!” Whereas our grandmothers 
were taught to serve a compulsory kitchen sentence, we were told that it is acceptable to as‐
similate into the man’s world if that is what we choose. We were raised to believe that we 
could follow through on any of our dreams. We could become forensic psychologists or the 
next Oprah Winfrey or star as the lead singer in an all girl band…all the white sporting butter‐
fly clips, body glitter and platforms. As a price for the reward of being allowed to be seen in 
public, we each had to promise one thing. Never, ever, under any circumstances, would we 
ever repeat the name of the cause which made all of this and more possible.  

by Rachel 
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The unity behind the feminist movement contradicts all of our social conditioning. Even 
though today we are encouraged to become independent we are not supposed to be 
empowered. Neither are we supposed to love one another because we have seen been 
trained to think of other women as competitors in the heterosexual race for marriage. The 
consequence of more and more women being enrolled in colleges and later climbing up the 
rankings to become corporate officials and CEOS is that more and more women are tricked 
into working along side a system which is inherently oppressive and silencing. Working 
with this system means self‐policing, not taking an active resistive stance. Although this 
assimilation definitely signifies progress, we certainly cannot stop here. Because, in the 
words of poet Audre Lorde, “the master’s tools can never dismantle the master’s house.” 
This world of capitalist competition and individualism which we are now encouraged to 
feed into is inherently based off competition with one another. Feminism needs to be a 
unifying cause because there are certain experiences (such as rape and female genital 
mutilation) which are inherently sexist. These experiences effect the formations of the lives 
of so many womyn across the globe. When a person refuses to identify as a feminist, they 
are ignoring how interconnected these gendered experiences are. They are refusing to 
acknowledge that there is a root cause of patriarchy behind all of this.  

Did you know that there are more women in the United States who identify as feminists 
than evangelicals? Why is it then that self‐proclaimed feminists seem to have such little 
visibility? I can think of very few other social causes which have such a difficult time finding 
self‐identifying members. I think that this is because womyn are still taught that it is selfish 
to pay attention to one’s own needs. The term mother has historically signified (both 
through cultural myth and empirical experience) altruistic giving and as well as both finan‐
cial and emotional dependence. Feminists are often accused of asserted their rights over the 
rights of others. Just look at the abortion debate if you want proof of this! I’m not sorry that I 
am asserting womyn’s rights because unless there are people out there who will adamantly 
fight for our causes I guarantee that our rights will continue to be trampled on. I’m also not 
selfish because I want my own rights. I’m not selfish because I want to empower myself 
before I devote my time to empowering others. I’m not selfish because I don’t want to feel 
guilty for not throwing my head in a toilet. 
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It’s easy to forget that ordinary womyn just like you and I have fought for every right which 
we girls have been granted. Let’s pay tribute to all the riot grrls, first wavers, second wavers, 
radicals, separatists, lesbian isolations, mothers, sisters, artists, poets and activists whom 
have contributed in some way or another to tearing down the oppressive discourse of 
female inequity which for thousands of years was left as an unquestioned fact. It is because 
of these womyn that I can sit down and publicly question misogyny without being carted off 
to a loony bin. Throughout history there have been countless womyn and men alike who 
have fought against gendered oppression and binaries. Many of these people suffered 
unrighteous and inhumane consequences as a result of speaking against the crowd. In order 
for social transformations to occur after humanities of oppression, there needed to be a 
social movement. Sisters and brothers alike needed to march together, picket together, sue 
their governments together, leave their low paying jobs together etc. If it wasn’t for these 
warriors who fought at times when even the slightest egalitarian changes were seen as 
ridiculous and impossible, us girls would still be chained to the house as illiterate, 
inarticulate dishwashing baby machines.  



I’ve heard womyn question why we don’t come up with a different word because the term 
has been strategically tainted. No! The term feminist coins a label for the ultimate problem 
without a name. The reason why so many women don’t use the term feminist is because they 
are uncomfortable with its gendered significations. The stereotype of a feminist is of a 
womyn who is man hating, fat, selfish, without a sense of humor or a sex drive and overall 
disgusting. Women who concur with feminist causes but refuse to acknowledge themselves 
as feminists are falling into the trap of that stereotype. If you are uncomfortable calling yrself 
a feminist, it usually means to me that you are paralyzed by yr fear of what will happen if you 
fall into these stereotypes. We have to get over these fears if we ever want to resist. I really 
don't think that you can be empowered and liberated as a womyn if you are going to short of 
using the f‐word. Refusing to label oneself as a feminist implies being too frightened to step 
outside the silencing discourse of patriarchy. By identifying with the feminist cause you are 
implying that yr voice is worthy of being spoken. Feminism takes yr experiences out of the 
private with the implication that these personal experiences are political in nature and 
worthy of being heard. Through public consciousness raising, our experiences do not have to 
continue to be aliening but rather can provide us with a sense of community. Feminism is a 
word which implies women’s issues aren’t only women’s problems but rather important 
issues which concern the entire world in which we live. So come on – use the word. It’s really 
not that difficult. Don’t speak and then retreat. Repeat it with me. I am a feminist which leads 
me to believe _____. 

**PS ‐ An after thought. Saying that you are a feminist does not mean that you are empowered 
either. But it means that you are willing to take the first step to get there...Relatively speaking, that 
first step, identifying as a feminist and using the f‐word to convey one's feminist beliefs, really isn't 
difficult. But it's what holds so many of us back from being able to take the next steps necessary to 
transform both ourselves and the world in which we reside...  

16  Funny how much difference eight letters can make…. 

I suppose that I must be a pretty blasphemous womyn because I’m constantly asserting my 
feminism. I do so during many “inappropriate” social situations – while shopping at the mall, 
after the movies with my friends, at home, at work, whenever I wind up in a bar. Feminism 
shouldn’t have to be something which is embedded into how I formulate my identity. 
Unfortunately, as a citizen of a society with a foundation of gendered inequity and violence, I 
will have to continue to consciously make the decisions which are empowering and feminist 
by nature so that others don’t walk on top of me. In a utopian world identifying as a feminist 
will be taken as a granted. But instead today it continues to be taken for granted that I will 
allow you to stare at my ass, that I will sit quietly in a room as my male friends make jokes 
which objectify my female friends, that I will get married, that I will always smile in 
photographs, that I will only control my body to the extent that the government allows me to, 
that I will allow you to fuck me on yr own accord and then be thankful that we are so sexually 
liberated etc. Until we get to the point in history where feminism is no longer a dirty word, I 
will ironically continue to have to publicly label myself as a feminist so that I can identify I 
with the cause which places my desire to be treated respectfully into something which can be 
conceptualized.  
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Marian Joan Elliott Said, otherwise 
known as Poly Styrene, was the 
singer of UK punk band X-Ray Spex. 
Many of her songs focused on the 
intersection of gender and capital. 
She was described by Billboard as 
“archetype for the modern-day 
feminist punk.”  She even scared 
the Sex Pistols. How rad is that? 

I HEART FEMINISTS 
In this installment of... 

The late Audre Lorde was a Caribbean-
American lesbian poet laureate who 
challenged the feminist movement for its 
lack of focus on the intersection of class, 
age, race, and health to the female 
experience. Her work places a special 
emphasis on the authenticity of experience 
and her perspective as an outsider in her 
communities. Sister Outsider is an essential 
read.   

Charlotte Perkins Gilman was an 
author who is most notoriously 
remembered for her short stories, 
“The Yellow Wallpaper” being her 
most influential work. It dealt with 
a woman’s confinement in the home 
after giving birth and how mental 
health is affected by constricting 
gender roles. Gilman continually 
spoke out against  Dr. Weir 
Mitchell, a prominent physician who 
prescribed women either paralyzing 
bed rest for months at a time or 
trips to Europe to clear them of 
“hysteria”.  



 The sexiest thing about my guy isn’t something you’ll find in the centerfold of Playgirl. 
Nor is it any bedroom trick taught in Cosmo.  The moment I sighed was when I saw he joined the 
Facebook group “We <3 Feminists.”  And then he commented on someone’s Facebook study about 
the definition of feminist; I saw his comment stating that feminists can be men, I absolutely nearly 
swooned.  
 In a world where Alpha males supposedly rule, Cory just chooses to avoid that ruling 
system and work outside of it.  A wonderful cook and an aspiring social worker, he’s not one to enter 
gender rules.  We also avoid them with our clumsiness-I trip when I walk in heels and his fine 
motor skills are off.  No sports teams for either of us. We are your antithesis of jock + cheerleader.   
 What makes a relationship feminist? I think it’s a matter of handing each other our own 
humanity.  Sex was never the basis of our relationship. We see it as an act of love and trust – yes, I 
know, it’s a social construction but it’s one we both deeply buy into. No judgment to any more 
untraditional ladies, but personally, if I’m going to physically be with someone in the closest way 
possible, I want to feel that way about him emotionally.  And he never pressured me, not once, to do 
anything sexual. In fact, neither had my lovely ex-boyfriend. True stories.   
 He never bragged about sex to his locker room buddies – in what locker room? When we 
discussed it, it was always in a way where we were revealing something personal, a special gift of 
private information. While acquaintances discuss their bedroom business as conquests, in ways 
where I’m horribly embarrassed for the subject – OBJECT- of conversation, we gently sprinkled it in 
conversations with people we deeply trusted.  He never slapped or grabbed as a showcase, which is a 
common act of “affection.”  And I realize it seems contradictory to write about this in a zine, but I 
checked it with him.  When we discuss sex, we made sure the other was talked about in deeply 
human terms.   
 And I’ve heard sex is all about power, but we started with missionary not because of a 
passive, powerless female. It was just natural for us to go with tradition at that moment.  Do 
positions really matter? Another argument, another time, but mutual satisfaction is the most 
important goal for us.  Reciprocity in the bedroom should be reflected elsewhere, and vice-versa.  
Giving just makes you fuller. No member of a relationship should be “whipped” or BOTH should be 
– where you’re willing to go at great lengths just to see a glimmer of a glimpse of a smile and you 
can’t believe your fortune that this amazing person is as well.   
 A very human relationship will verge on gross for some people. He doesn’t mind hairy pits 
if I haven’t shaved in awhile.  We’ll wake up together, I’m in a baggy t-shirt, my hair absolutely all 
over the place. And he just says, in his half-awake voice, “You’re pretty.” Not sexy, not hot, just 
pretty. He’s not staring at my tits, my ass, just my eyes, stroking my hair.  The acknowledgement of 
human beauty, not sexiness, not a sight so behold, but personhood.  He’ll say “My fiend,” (fiend is 
affectionate) “But you don’t belong to me because I don’t own you.” It’s adorable and the antithesis 
of possessive and quite simply the perfect thing to say.   
 I don’t write this to brag of my happiness, but because I know there are women who don’t 
think a feminist relationship of this sort is possible with a man.  And they stick with sexist 
abusiveness because they think this is the exception.   In a sense, the people you surround yourself 
with and their treatment of you, is a your treatment to yourself.  Most smart feminists know that 
men aren’t evil.  They can be…:gasp: wonderful.  But don’t mistake a sexist comment for sweet 
playfulness, because that’s not the best you can do. And I feel like living evidence of that. Thank 
you, love.  Your worthiness is reflected in your romance. And if it’s not, and you think you can 
never do any better, recognize your own fabulousness and think of how amazing some men can be.  
And how being alone is better than being with someone who does not recognize your humanity.  
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Tales of a Feminist Straight, Respectful Male 
They ain’t just in fiction, promise 

Thanks for indulging 
by Sarah Weissman 

We’ve decided to compile a list of responses designed to point out some of 
the facets of daily life that have become possible or easier for women to‐
day, thanks to feminists ‘ work in the past: 

“I’m not a feminist, but...” 

I do enjoy making decisions for my own life instead of 

deferring to my father, eldest brother and/or eldest son.  

I enjoy being able to read this zine.  
I prefer to be valued for more than just my reproductive capabilities.  

Leaving the house is pretty great.  

I appreciate the fact that I don't need to be married to have a credit card. 

I'm glad that scientists have recalled their previous 

findings that women are "naturally" inferior to men. 

I plan on owning property someday. 

I use birth control.  

I have the choice not to have kids.  

I can get a divorce.  

My college major is something other than home economics. 

It's pretty neat that I was taught along with the boys. 

Incest is some scary shit. 

I reserve the right to wear makeup. 

It's pretty cool when I'm allowed to think for myself. 
I want people to see me for who I am.  

Burqas get kind of hot, especially during Arabian summers. 

I agree that it's a tragedy when a woman is brutally 

murdered by her own family because she was raped 

and therefore destroyed the honor of the family name  
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I like knowing that my boyfriend or husband cannot legally beat me. 

I can choose to wear pants or shorts. 



Womyn's Only Consciousness Raising: The 
Original Myspace  

by Rachel 

  
This is just a step in the process. Many of us have internalized patriarchal notions 
of feminine silence so deeply that training ourselves to speak up is the most 
challenging step we will ever have to take. Consciousness-raising operates off the 
assumption that being vocal is half the battle. In arenas of consciousness-raising, 
womyn share their gendered experiences with one another. The goal is to try and 
achieve some collective understanding of "the female experience." While all 
womyn experience being female differently, and there is no one universal concept 
of womanhood, I do believe there are certain struggles that are innate to gendered 
females. For example, most womyn are taught to loathe their bodies, to fear rape, 
and to stop being tomboys as soon as they hit puberty. For some, the female 
experience is an inherently violent one. I believe in engaging with the stories of 
womyn damaged by patriarchy, so that we can begin to re-build from the bottom 
up. The first step in transforming the world around us is to listen to one another.  
 
 
 
Girls are taught to compete, which serves only to isolate. Many of my female 
friends avoid being with other womyn for too long, because they feel that “girls 
are mean.” One of the reasons the patriarchy remains such an overarching 
presence is because it becomes instinctual, and does not require the presence of 
men to continue to operate. A consciousness-raising zone is offered to counter the 
violence of female-on-female as well as male-on-female silencing. It is a place 
where we can learn to unite, while engaging with and working through conflict. 
Once we begin to work together as a team will see that there really is power in 
numbers!  
 
 
 
It’s always disconcerting to mention the f-word in a room where people have not 
previously or have no current intention of examining their own prejudges. I’m sick 
of knee-jerk, defensive reaction. Most men don’t want to hear it, and womyn tend 
to censor themselves when in mens’ presence. I hate feeling like a pretentious 
academic in order to prove my point without getting shot down. No wonder there 
is a stereotype that feminists don’t have a sense of humor! Even this one article 
has taken me months to finish, since I know that many readers will attempt to 
dismantle every point I make.  
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"An all-girl space sounds counterproductive!" 
"I don't want to alienate men!” 
"I don’t want to be a part of a movement that segregates!”  
"I'm not a man hater!" 

You tell me: 
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A first step of peace-building is to begin locally, and to enter oneself. Likewise, 
men need to focus on addressing their sexism before trying to save women. 
There are men’s only spaces where men can address the dilemmas and 
contradictions inherent in masculinity.  I will delightfully dialogue with men 
outside of womyn’s only spaces. In fact, is absolutely imperative that womyn 
and men also continue to gather together to share.   
 
 
I personally make efforts to enter safe, consciousness-raising spaces, in the 
hopes that I can transfer the tools of self-empowerment to the world around me. 
I cannot help other people and connect to other movements unless I myself am 
stable. Although I do consider myself a community organizer, sometimes I have 
to wonder if it would really be so bad if I were entering womyn's spaces for my 
own personal reasons. Altruism is typically considered a feminine quality; 
female conditioning involves being trained to take care of other people. Us girls 
are taught that it is incredibly selfish to put ourselves and our own needs before 
those of others. The media and other popular discourses tell us that, if we are to 
indulge and pamper ourselves, our little vacation better be intended to better 
ourselves as wives/mothers/girlfriends/daughters.  
 
 
I'm not practicing consciousness-raising so that I can re-enter the same world of 
patriarchy, only this time with less regrets. Rather, I am doing this to help build 
a world that is humane and egalitarian. .  

***on a side note:                A Cheesy Moment, by Rachel 

I would like to take a moment to thank the people in my 
life who have taught me to believe in the transformative 

power of relationships. To my friends - you are so 
wonderful! Thank you for being so warm and open-minded. I 

love you people so much! And to my partner- I never 
believed that something like this could be possible. We 

are living proof that relationships can be both 
egalitarian and sexy.  <3 


